532                        THE LETTER L.
She did not need to raise her voice
That they might hear, she sat so nigh ; Yet we could speak when \ was our choice, And soft reply.
Holding our quiet talk apart
Of household things ; till, all unsealed, The guarded outworks of the heart Began to yield;
And much that prudence will not dip
The pen to fix and send away, Passed safely over from the lip That summer day.
' I should be happy/ with a look
Towards her husband where he Iay3 Lost in the pages of his book, Soft did she say.
* I am, and yet no lot below
For one whole day eludeth care.j To marriage all the stories,flow, And finish there:
e As if with marriage came the end, The entrance into settled rest, The calm to -which love's tossings tenc(, The quiet breast.   ..